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between pot-legs over the green earth. An immodestly pleasant
place. We have sprung a new cook, and other fellows have lent
us stores: and all is rosy. [3 lines omitted~\
Kadesh Barnea, which is near here, was the place where the
Israelites grumbled. I hear Moses led 'em up here, and all once
more was peace. In fact they stayed forty years, and we are so
sad that we cannot do so too. As it is, in two or three days we
leave each other and the valley: Woolley goes due east, for the
Dead Sea, I go South for the Red Sea: and when we meet in
Aleppo on March ist we toast one another in our respective
oceans. The Dead Sea is hot, the Red Sea is hot: this oasis is
cool, and Carchemish is snowbound. Don't you envy us our
alternate frizzle and freeze?
We are digging up well preserved Amorites who were buried
naked and headless.                                                               L.
69 :    TO A FRIEND
Feb. 28 [1914]                                     Hotel D'Angleterre Dam as, Syrie
Months since I wrote to you, and oceans have passed over
my head since then, though alas! all the rest of me yet requires
washing. Where was I? Aha ... I got down to Akabah alone
and on foot, since my idiot camels went astray. Alone in Arabia!
However it was only a day and a night, but by Jove, I was glad to
see a tent (not mine) at the end of it. 48 hrs later, up came my
camels, not smiling in the least.
Kaimmakam of Akaba was a bad man. He had (or said he had)
no news of us and our little games: and so he forbade Newcombe
to map, and me to photograph or archaeologise. I photographed
what I could, I archaeologised everywhere. In especial there
was an island, said to be full of meat. The bay of Akaba is full of
sharks, hungry sharks (shivers) and the island was half a mile off
shore. So, of course I engaged a boat . . . and it never came, for
the boatman went to prison at once. That looked to me a chance
of a cheap sail, so I carried off the manless boat* . , but a squad of
police cut me off and robbed me of my treasure. I was alone alas!
Well, I sent word to the Kaimmakam that upon his head was the
forbidding me to go, and he said yes . . . and while his police